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Sanctum
by Lee Zumpe
One thousand years. One thousand years have swept
across the sands of this earth since I tasted fresh air. One
thousand years have withered in the memories of men since
last I saw another's face... a thousand years have gone by
since I was abandoned in this subterrestrial sanctuary.
Generations of children have aged and died whilst alone I
rotted physically and mentally in this eternal crypt. Empires have been born and conquered during this extended
duration ... a segment of time only I was cursed with the
horror of living through. One thousand years, to me, may
as well be eternity... and eternity may as well be hell.
My sanity is uncertain .. .I cannot judge my own rationale. Whether or not my sanity remained intact all these
decades is irrelevant: I retain my faith. That is why I was
selected for this duty above all the other priests; that is why
I drank the sour-smelling,life-givingjuice which only gods
had drunk before. That is why I willingly walked down
the narrow set of steps leaving behind the grassy knolls and
blue carpeted skies, and into the dark, dank sanctum buried
deep in the cold soil. Such ground is not familiar with
living flesh and bone, only decaying corpses. And that is
the way it should be, except in my case. I have a destiny
to fulfill.
I know that I have spent much of my years in dreams ... a
silent, gentle slumber filled with images of the world going
on above. I have invented my own histories, my own
nations with leaders, wars and famines. I have developed
theoretical philosophies that may have blossomed during
my absence. I have created politics and religions that might
rival my own...in these dreams I have seen the progressthat
humanity may well have made...complex devicesthat cater
to every whim. And still, I have a destiny to fulfill.

. . . ........
It is the year 4049 of the Masi. It is the year of the
Return. All the tribes have gathered in the vast cliff-cities
of North Nebberi. The men wear great cloaks of black,
the women don white wraps which cling tightly to their
skin. Only the priests differ: All religious officers wear
red, the color of Return. Pilgrims still en route are guided
by pillars of white smoke rising in the azure-blue sky and
drifting ever northward.
The drone of monotone chanting can be heard across
the valleys and in the deep canyons that surround North
Nebberi. All the Masi partake in this highest of High Holy
Days. They dance around monolithic fires, some of them
fall into the blaze, and into death. They call to their gods,
begging them to hold true to their ancient promise... to
Return.
Feasts in honor of the gods are being prepared, sermons

being drafted and polished and practiced for the arrival... and all are in a fervent ecstasy. Priests brim with
anticipation, oblivious to burden that they will face if the
gods do not appear. If the gods fail them, it is the priests
who shall bear the wrath of the people.
The great city of North Nebberi is built in the face of
a giant cliff. Dwellings are carved out of the rock in a
graceful symmetry that should have the gods envious. The
cliff lunges skyward almost a mile, jutting out defiantly
from an expansive, fertile valley. Architectural masterpieces range from the level of the flats to the very highest
reaches of the cliff. From the farmlands in the valley, the
buildings at the summit of the cliff are almost indiscernible.
Across the valley, on the cliff opposite the city, the Masi
have chiseled out a sign for the gods, to mark this land for
the Return. The monument is a carving of Razeel, the
winged goddess that brings life to the Masi tribes.
The reigning priest-king, Mastrellavicur, rests upon a
seat which overlooks the valley and the monument, situated in the city about three-quarters of the way up. It is his
duty to summon up the gods when the other priests agree
the time has come. Presently, be is reciting verses of the
Lammas H'Cad, the hymns etched in stone at the H'Cad
temple. His four wives mindlessly echo his words ... they
do not know them as he, being deprived the opportunity
to memorize them. The governing hierarchy flanks
him ... heads of state in charge of agricultural, economic and
military concerns. They do not follow the sacred lyric.
Being the ranking government officials, and less faithful
than ambitious, they see contrasting repercussions of the
return. More so than the legion of priests or the priest-king
himself, they realize what will occur if the prophecies are
false...a religion that has held a civilization captive in this
cramped plain ...that has held back armies from forging an
empire...that has commanded a people to obey the policies
of whimsical dreamers and insane dictators with visions of
divinity ... then, that religion will shrivel and disintegrate.
Their entire future is dependent on what happens at
Moonrise on this day. For generations, they have waited.
They have studied the cuneiform messages inscribed on the
Great Rock Face in the H'Cad cave, and the tablets in the
temples built by ancestors forgotten. Time has chipped
away at the meaning of the prophecies as wind and water
have eroded the cliffs for millennia. But time has not worn
away the belief most Masi have in the Return.

..............
As the time looms ever nearer, I find myself shamefully
unprepared. I realize that though I know...as if it was
instinctive ...that I have a duty to perform, I haven't the
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remotest concept of what it might be, nor how I am to go
about effecting it. It is as though I am to be a messiah, but
I am not versed in my religion. I am a child of the gods... no,
a messenger, perhaps. All these years, I now look back
upon, I could have spent preparing, but I wasted them
toying with idle fantasies, a concocted delirium of the
world above.
In baste, I rise up off the table where I have hibernated
for the ageless duration, and I look about my silent chamber for help. The priests of my age must have provided me
with material that I might preach to the children of this
age. But, none is to be found. My cubicle... my cell, my
sanctum ... is bare. Not even the comfort of dust to attest
to the time I lay dormant. The floor, the ceiling, each wall
and even the table is carved from or into the rock. Some
corner, indiscernible, breathes light. It is a faint, yellow
glow, which was sealed in with me. And there are the steps
that climb upward, into a dark hollow that stretches beyond my vision.
A thousand years, I have waited ... for what? Shall I
ascend the stone staircase, break the bonds of the eerie
crypt-incandescence, and appease myself with sunlight?
And, shall I face a teaming crowd of devout zealots, conceivably hysterical with their expectations of the divine? I
am not even certain what the name of my god ... or gods... is.
My faith is unbroken ... but my memory is lost in the
passage of time.

............ .
The mesa is choked with travelers come to the conclusion of their sacred passage. They erect makeshift camps
and cry out prayers and blessings and songs for their gods,
for the Return. They trample crops, blot out fields of grass
so that dots of green are scarce. And as the sun submerges
in the Trachain Highlands and into the demon's Abyss
which lies beyond, additional fires are lit, vying in number
against the increasing volume of stars emerging above.
The priests feast on wild game killed in the canyons.
Blood from the raw meat spatters on their garments, vanishing in the red fabric. They guzzle ale which transforms
their mood from somber to boisterous. They express
personal beliefs and interpretations, argue violently about
which god will appear, and what form it will appear in.
Some say Razeel will swoop down from the sky the instant
the H'Cad Tomb is opened. Priest Yahmaa Pauasa, High
council to the King, inflicts that· Raaza Hippur, god of
Rebirth, will rise from the depths of the Tomb. Others,
less optimistic, entertain all with sermons on the Return of
Trac, faceless worm-demon of the underworld, who they
feel is destined to slither out of the H'Cad tomb, with
insect-like creatures of his world following close behind,
and infernal legion.
"Isn't it indeed a great tragedy, that the tribes of the
Masi can unite only for this one event ... in the last thousand
years, not once have the warring factions come together in
consultation. So many rifts that divide us... so many trivi-
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alities which have grown into unconquerable chasms. At
least we have our faith to hold us as brothers ... if only we
could extend that brotherhood over politics." The words
of the musing Priest-King are not assimilated by Kara, his
favorite mate. He has retired to the chamber until the time
when the moon reaches into the sky, and he and all of the
Masi must turn their attentions to the H'Cad Tomb.
Although there is only one supreme monarch governing
the Masi, there are numerous splinter tribes which fre. quently threaten to leave the Nebberi Domain. Many have
already distanced themselves, moving into the canyons, or
the far Southern Cliff region. None, thus far, have gone
beyond. If they did, it is written, their religion would end,
their gods dismiss them. Death would bring ageless
sleep... or worse, imprisonment in the underworld.
"And still, the very element which binds us generates
the deepest divisions amongst us. Our religion is our
savior ... and our ruin." Brave words, from a priest, even in
seclusion.
Outside, the pilgrims draw towards spiritual rapture in
ritual festivities ... crimson cloaked priests dart about in the
masses choosing representatives to witness the Return some commit sacrifices as final tributes and offerings bearded Sessmen of the Red Canyons strip naked,
and mate wildly, barbarously, savagely tearing flesh in
uncontrollable orgiastic ecstasy... others perform base acts
of self-defilement, cleaving off limbs without any outward
display of pain, gouging eyes on burning shafts of wood,
marking symbols of worship in skin with crisscrossing
blades ... all in the name of faith, in the name of their gods...
The priests, having gathered an assemblage at the tomb,
call on Mastrellavicur. He departs his chamber leaving
Kara to herself. He offers no further words of doubt, no
tokens of the regret he shared unsuccessfully with his
delicate, twelve-year old mate. She had no hope of understanding the words his conscience demanded he utter ... innocence and ignorance shrouded her. Innocence and
ignorance shrouds them all, save the priests ... they are intoxicated with their ale, as well as their faith. And Mastrellavicur is too old, now, too .far drown in the religious
doctrines, to harbor doubt for long. The passing fears
melt-albeit slower than he expected-as he strides out onto
the Great Hall of Kings, which looks out across the plain.
The crowd nearby the cliff-city can just make out the form
high above, and they explode in noisome exclamation.
From there, the realization of his presence spreads throughout the people, across the lowlands, and the cheering
radiates.
The tip of the moon slid into the sky above North
Nebberi.

. ............
I must suspend my insecure brooding, I can no longer
defer that which awaits me above. Naked, both literally
and mentally, I start for the stairs and an unsteady advance.
Darkness swallows me, the eerie light behind me retreats.

Chaotic images fly about my head, but my need to focus
on them is diminishing. Faith has always been the guide,
the medium for my actions. It shall deliver me to my fate,
and I shall accept that fate.
My legs _ache in protest immediately ... my muscles are
cramped from neglect. Still, they function, perhaps better
then they should for being dormant throughout my
lengthy hibernation. My preservation is as much a mystery as my future.
The steps lead directly upward, with no perceivable
curves in their construction.
I count as I make the as-

cent ... and the climb slowly becomes an eternity itself.
After at least five hundred steps, a yellow light trips on
above me, revealing a shelf in the wall. On it, I find a red
robe. I presume that the garment was left for me, that I
might come into the world adorned as a priest. Further on,
I find the text which Isearched vainly for earlier, along with
a short, barbed dagger... used in sacrificial rites I am told by
my crippled memory.
The book contains abundant passages describing the
religion, the people, the culture ... but I haven't the time to
read it now, it is not an option. I know that above, there
is a race waiting for a divine sign to reaffirm their religion,
and lead them into a new area... and I am to be that sign.
Pieces are beginning to align themselves... memories beginning to grow lucid. I continue up the stair with intensified
conviction.
From the scan retrieval cues provided by glancing at the
book for an instant, I forge a vague history of myself.. .I
remember that I am to be a prophet, that I was to wait a
thousand years and reappear. the people who shall follow
me are the Masi, they have developed a polytheistic religion, of which I am one of the primary deities. I am called
Hippur, and I am the deity which they attribute to their
rebirth.
Much continues to elude me. I cannot recall my origins, cannot summon up the faces of the priests of my own
age... nor their reasoning behind interring me for a thousand years. These questions may answer themselves
promptly, for I have reached an immense door which
promises to open unto the outside world.
Mortality. Internally, I know that I am not divine ... that I never surpassed temporality. I am deathless as
any of those beyond this doorway. Yet, I survived a
thousand years. What else could I be but a god .. .l must
know, I must leave the sanctum.
The gateway is blocked by massive stone, snugly fit and
lacking apparent devices to execute its removal. Certainly,
I wasn't expected to remove this obstacle alone ... though
that would help aid my credibility as a god. I attempt to
move the great weight, throw my body agains.t it ~orcefully,
but I do little more than bun my arm. Leaning 10 close to
the edge, where door meets wall .. .I can see hints of light
and motion. Putting my ear to the crack, I distinctly hear
sounds .. .low voices repeating monosyllabic phrases, the
beating of drums, and mournful drones from primitive
horns. Concerns over my reception dim, I am definitely

expected. But how do I get out.
Light detonates behind me, followed by a deafening
roar and a trailing whine. As I circle toward the disturbance, I observe an object I have not viewed for far too long
a time ... another individual. It is a man, tall and slender,
with dark skin and no hair. Across his face, masking his
eyes is a black, glassy band. He looks at {Ile with such warm
recognition that it can only be regarded as sentimental. He
seems familiar to me also, but I cannot correlate an identity
to his face. We stand speechless for a time.
He adjourns the silence with a greeting. "Welcome,
Grant. I see I barely made it in time for your Return. rd
bet you weren't expecting me."
"Expecting you?" I reply slowly. "Who are you?"
"You don't remember me? I had a feeling the sleep
period might have that effect. How much do you remember?"
"Nothing much ... " I managed, then, with more resolve,
"I am to be a god.•
"Yes, you could say that. rd better brief you before
you go out there ... the Masi will have a hard time believing
you like this. I've got to wake up your brain, make sure
you remember the plan." As he spoke, I sank back into the
sea of confusion. His goal was to guide me, but his actions
were only leading to more puzzles.
"What plan do you speak of...are you one of the
priests?" My eyes implored him for understanding.
"You are in bad shape. My name is Crayton, Crayton
Daniels. I was your student, your disciple in your experiments. You are Dr. Grant Bramtoke. Back in our age, we
pioneered the field of time travel. Do you remember? We
developed the first contained warp-sphere, we were the first
to successfully transverse time. No other scientists advanced to our understanding for decades after our first trip.
We weren't allowed to share our information, by order of
the government ... is this jarring anything in your
head? ... The government selected our destiny for us. The
decided to pick one of the lesser planets in the Gideon
constellation ... one with a primitive humanoid race with an
easily assimilated culture ... study its history, project its
future, and then, infect it with a human ... you. They
wanted to see bow they could alter the natural evolution
of this planet.
"So, we froze you for a thousand years ... sealed in,
nothing could prematurely terminate the hibernation
without destroying you. We had to put you to sleep
because back when this experiment started, the amount of
time to be traveled was equal to the amount of time needed
to travel it. If you wanted to travel backwards or forwards
for one year, it took you one year to get there. Of course,
we bad no way to get into the future back then, the only
forward traveling we did was return trips from the past.
After we left you here in Nebberi, I returned home and
continued experimenting. Eventually, I discovered a way
to intensify the warp sphere, so travel time is reduced
excessively. I traveled here from a point about ten years
after you were frozen ... it has taken you the equivalent of a
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thousand years to get here ... it took me two days. And,
again, I am beyond all of my rivals. They are just breaking
through into warp-spheres back in my present-time. In

fact, nobody knows about my advances.. .I haven't even
informed the government yet. I'm afraid of what kind of
mission they'd give me if they knew.
"Now, back to you. Here your are, Grant, about to
encounter the Masi race. The government gave you explicit rules, which I realized would deteriorate in your
mind over the flux of time. You are to become Hippur,
the god of rebirth. According to the legends, the god
Hippur fails to appear on the day of Return ... today. The
priest-king is slain, along with a number of other priests,
and the religion falters, the civilization branches out of its
cradle, sweeping across the planet. Two separate civilizations are destroyed during a fierce colonization period.
When you assume the role of Hippur, you will terminate
that history. Instead, you will-as instructed by the government-preach high morals to the Masi, prophesy the existence and ultimate union of this civilization and the others,
and gradually teach them sciences. In this, it is projected
that a thousand years from now, when you were frozen
and placed here, this planet will be more advanced and
diverse in culture, and it will be a candidate for induction
in the League of Worlds.•
Finally, his speech ends. Many of the statements seem
reminiscent. But mostly, the words fall away, back down
the stairwell, back into the void of the thousand years in
which rd been trapped. Logically, it seems plausible.
Memories still linger, taunting me to recall... was this the
origin of my destiny ... not divinity, but science... not miracle, but technology? Did I go willingly into this thousand-
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year folly?
From without, the stone door begins to move. Something is dragging it from its place. The Masi can wait no
more, they demand to see their god.
I look at the man, three steps below me on the stairs.
His face is that of a friend, I feel... demons often come to us
in intimate forms. A slight push with my leg, and he
tumbles down into the darkness, his screams drowned out
by the increasing clamor rushing past the retreating stone.
I am, and always have been, Hippur.

..............
Mestrellavicur welcomes me. I remain speechless for a
long time, proudly observing my children. the plain below
is teaming with pilgrims, those in my immediate presence
appear awed. The pray to me, and study me. They have
never seen a god before.

